CHAPTER XXX.
THE   END.
BUT the end of all things earthly was for Oliver at hand. His stalwart frame showed outwardly few signs of decay; but he was inwardly consumed by care, and his attacks of sickness in Ireland, in Scotland, and occasionally within the last few years, had been of a nature to suggest a morbid element in his constitution, which under continued strain might bring about sudden collapse, fie was not the man to carry lightly the vast burden of responsibility now incumbent upon him. It had come upon him late in life, when no genius can supply the facility of long practice. The statesmen of seventy or eighty years who to the wonder of the world have borne with apparent ease the enormous weight of State affairs, have usually been men to whom half a century's experience has made the use of office and responsibility a second nature. And besides, they govern by help of an established order, providing for them a routine that saves half their seeming labour. But Cromwell had to sway the storm of revolution. He had to bring order out of disorder, stability out of earthquake. " Give me a fulcrum/'' said Archimedes, e( and I will move the world/* But Cromwell had no fulcrum, except his own tremendous will; and after the exhaustive struggles of the war, he had now borne alone for five years the strain of his unshaken resolve.
Perhaps even more wearing than public cares are the private griefs of susceptible affection. The tenderness that goes with giant strength has a far greater capacity for suffering than sentimental weakness can even conceive. There must be surely a vast disproportion between the reality of a great man's conscious being and the partial manifestation of it in his fame; as vast perhaps as the difference between the agitation of the sun's orb, shaken to its centre with molecular energies, and the calm radiance shed on the worlds around. In the innerinued discoursing in a very high tone of infallibility. Whereupon Oliver, exclaiming " Come, come ! I will be as high as thou art! " sprang up from his chair, and seated himself on the table near George, as though to continue the conversation on easier and more familiar terms.
